UP   AND  DOWN  IN  THE   TWENTIES

I sent them to Mexico. The reports from Mexico were hair-
raising; Russians have a genius not only for getting into scrapes,
but for getting into scrapes of the most complicated nature. I
never understood half of what was going on with my Russians in
Mexico.

Descriptions of their arrival in Mexico reached me in Paris.
Rivalries fizzed up and ran over. On the train platform in Mexico
City a prima donna slapped another prima donna's face.

One of the ladies managed to win the favor of my Mexican
impresario, with the result that the other lady and her loyal
cohorts simply up and left Mexico City in the middle of the en-
gagement Back in New York, the dissident contingent sued me
for the salary they should have earned had they stayed to finish
their Mexican contract. Believe it or not, I paid them off.

Some members of that lamented company are still in New
York; some of them have studios and teach singing. I hear from
them when someone is in dfficulties, or when there is a funeral.
We are still the best of friends.

Chaliapin and THE BARBER

Meanwhile, Chaliapin, who had been costing me money quite
on his own since the Chicago production of Boris, wanted his own
opera company. He wanted to tour America in Rossini's Barber of
Seville.

This was a curious choice of opera. Chaliapin's role, Don
Basilio, is a minor one. Aside from stage business, which he per-
formed in an exaggerated Commedia delFArte style which was
the sheerest clowning, he sang one aria four minutes long during
the whole opera.

But when anyone asked him why he wanted to sing The Barber
Chaliapin drew himself up to his six feet four and roared, "Do
you buy artists by the yard?"
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